"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

for making an idol of an archbishop! There is no
credulity like the credulity of philosophers.

NEWTO N. But the archbishop has counted the years!
My own chronology of the world has been founded
on his calculation. Do you mean to tell me that all the
labor I have bestowed on that book has been wasted?

FOX. Sinfully wasted.

NEWTON. George Fox: you are an infidel. Leave my
house.

FOX [rising] Your philosophy has led you to the con-
clusion that George Fox is an infidel. So much the
worse for your philosophy! The Lord does not love
men that count numbers. Read second Samuel,
chapter twentyfour: the book is before you. Good
morning; and God bless you and enlighten you. [He
turns to go].

CHARLES. Stay, Pastor. [He makes Fox sit down again
and goes to Newton, laying a hand on his shoulder"]. Mr
Newton: the word infidel is not one to be used hastily
between us three. Old Tom Hobbes, my tutor, who
was to me what Aristotle was to Alexander the Great,
was called an infidel. You yourself, in spite of your
interest in the book of Daniel, have been suspected of
doubting whether the apple falls from the tree by the
act of God or by a purely physical attraction. Even I,
the head of the Church, the Defender of the Faith,
stand between the Whigs who suspect me of being a
Papist and the Tories who suspect me of being an
Atheist. Now the one thing that is true of all three of us
is that if the common people knew our real minds they
would hang us and bury us in unconsecrated ground.
We must stand together, gentlemen. What does it
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